CHAPTER 85 


July 8, 2011 


“Nothing?” 
“Nope.” 


Justin and Chie were standing outside their lockers. It was lunchtime, and the two 
were putting their books away and grabbing their lunches. And also talking about 
shit that the others didn’t know about; namely Maya. Justin outright refused to talk 
about Maya’s eating problems or the diary around the others. This wasn’t 
something Maya would want the others to know... Hell it wasn’t something she 
would want JUSTIN to know. But he did. And he was trying to help. That said, they 
weren't really getting anywhere. It had been a couple of days now, and Chie still 
hadn’t found hide nor hair of what could be the problem. She was actually kind of 
disheartened in a way. She wanted to help; but that’s a lot harder to do when you 
can’t figure out the problem. Justin sighed slightly as he slammed his locker door 
close. 


“I’m going to be honest Justin... | don’t think we’re going to find the problem in her 
journal...” Chie sighed, slightly defeated as she closed her locker door, turning her 
body towards Justin in the process. She had been through most of the journal at this 
point. It was all terrible things within the journals confines; but nothing that gave 
them a clue as to why Maya couldn’t eat. In all honesty, Chie had been concerned 
that the reason Maya was directly related to one of the dealers she found. 
Considering almost all of them had pretty much been sexual predators; she had 
assumed the worst. And in that regard, she was thankful she HADN’T found 
anything yet. It either meant Maya refused to write about it, or it never happened. 
Probably the latter. Justin sighed a bit, tapping at the metal on his locker as he 
leaned against it with one hand. 


“Well if it doesn’t have to do with running away, what DOES it have to do with?” 
Justin grumbled. “It has to be in there somewhere. It just HAS to be.” Chie just 
shook her head. She’d like to believe the journal entries Justin had sent her held the 
answers, but as each and every page passed, it seemed that wasn’t the case. 


“| don’t know Justin... She threw up a lot when she was homeless. | think she might 
have had this problem before hand.” Chie placed her hand s on her hips as she tried 
to present her theory. Justin crossed his arms at that. Well that might be true; but 
there was a very easy explanation for that. 


“She was eating food out of the trash, from a McDonalds no less. | would throw up 
too.” Justin pointed out the obvious. Chie didn’t quite take that as an acceptable 
explanation though. Sure, that sounded disgusting as fuck; but she should have 


developed an immunity to it after a while, like a twisted version of Stockholm 
syndrome that involved burgers instead of people. If you subjugate yourself to 
anything bad long enough, you become desensitized to it after all. No, Maya kept 
throwing up DESPITE eating that shit for a good two years. Clearly her eating 
disorder had already been in effect at that point in time. 


“Are you sure this isn’t a pre-existing condition?” Chie questioned. If it was, maybe 
there would be some information on it in the earlier chapters of journal. Justin had 
only sent her everything from December 11" onward, after all. Anything before that, 
she was clueless on. And that might be why she hadn’t found anything yet. Justin 
shook his head. 


“Positive. She used to eat at my house all the time. Never once did she throw up.” 
Justin remarked. She usually ate very little though, now that he thought about it. 
She didn’t exactly get much food at her house, so Justin had just assumed she had a 
small stomach... Now that he thought about it, maybe she didn’t eat much 
BECAUSE she knew she’d throw up... Now he was curious to say the least. Chie 
might have been on to something. 


“Maybe she just wasn’t doing it around you... | mean; maybe she just didn’t want 
you to get worried or nervous, so she held it in until she left.” Chie perplexed out 
loud. She couldn’t put her finger on it, but something in her gut kept insisting that 
this had happened prior to running away. All the evidence pointed to that being the 
case. And Justin wasn’t with her 24/7; he wouldn’t know if she had been vomiting 
the food back up. It just made too much sense for it not to be the case. Justin huffed 
out some hot air. He didn’t like to think that something had been bothering her prior 
to the shooting. | mean, he thought they were so well-off; so blissfully ignorant to 
the outside world. To think something was making her this sick before the television 
came into play... It concerned Justin. Maybe it had something to do with her father... 


“Are you positive that his happened before the incident?” Justin eventually spoke 
up. Chie nodded slightly in confirmation. 


“Well, | can’t say with 100% certainty, but it certainly looks that way.” Justin sighed 
a bit, leaning back against the locker wall that stood behind him. It was quiet for a 
moment as he tried to think of what to do. 


“lll try and send the other files over tonight.” Justin eventually whispered in 
defeat. Chie just nodded her head, a frown on her face. She didn’t like that Justin 
continued to beat himself up over this. | mean, what the hell; they were one step 
closer to solving the mystery, right? So what was there to get upset about? The two 
just stood there for a brief moment; the sound of people walking around in the halls 
buzzing around them. Justin eventually puffed out some hot air from his nose. There 
was no use getting all worked up over this. It was for Maya’s own good, after all. 
Justin had no qualms sending the files over if it would help her in the long run. 


“Ah, well, no use getting all hyped up over this.” Justin eventually announced, 
passing a slight grin at Chie; a grin of her own mirroring his. “Hey, Chie? You 
wouldn’t happen to have a spare uniform, would you?” And in a single instant, that 
smile faded from Chie’s face. That was a really... uh... interesting question. She 
wasn’t sure why Justin needed to know that; but she doubted it was for anything 
good. 


“Uh... Yeah, W-why?” She stuttered slightly, caught off guard by the very creepy 
question Justin had posed. Justin could tell that she had jumped the gun on that 
question already, given the expression on her face and the tone of her voice. She 
probably doubt he meant something perverted by that. Justin was actually a bit 
surprised Chie had assumed he would ask a question like that with that intent. After 
all, let’s be honest. Justin was by all accounts the most chivalrous of their main 
group of friends. He sided with the girls on pretty much everything, and god be 
damned if one of the other guys tried to make a sexual remark aimed at either Chie 
or Yukiko. Not so much Maya; | guess she didn’t really appeal to any of the guys. 
Either that or they tried to shoe her SOME ounce of respect. In a way, Justin could 
be a pretty damn good feminist. Hell, he even had the batshit insane angle covered. 


“Well, they won’t let me bring Maya into the building unless she’s wearing a 
uniform. And since | figured the two of you are about the same size; she could 
borrow one of yours for a couple of days. At least until we’re done with the project 
anyway.” Justin explained. Chie sighed with slight relief. She had no idea why it 
would be a problem for Justin to drag Maya in here without a uniform on, but she 
really didn’t care. She was just glad that there was a perfectly sound explanation 
behind Justin’s question. Though she frowned once something really struck her. 


“But wait... Isn’t Maya taller than me?” Chie pointed out, figuring Maya wouldn't fit 
in Chie’s clothes. Justin shook his head slightly. It wasn’t going to really fit Maya toa 
tee like it would Chie. Maya was admittedly thinner, and slightly taller. But their 
body frames were close enough that it would suffice. 


“It’s all legs.” Justin remarked sarcastically; knowing damn well Chie was going to 
take offense to the remark. She certainly wanted to know why Justin knew 
ANYTHING about Maya’s legs. Of course, she eventually caught on that Justin was 
doing that just to annoy her; which in turn annoyed her more. Dammit, stop playing 
with my emotions like that! Justin continued to lean against his locker, smirking for 
a moment when he heard a familiar voice call out to him. 


“What’s up, Justin?” Daisuke called out to Justin. Justin in turn extended his fist so 
they could pound them against each other; like a secret handshake, only not really. 
He barely knew Daisuke. They chatted once and a while, and in a certain sense they 
WERE friends. Like they wouldn’t hang out after-school or anything like that, but 
they got along pretty well when they were together. “Our class had a guest speaker 
in the auditorium today, so...” Daisuke had begun to speak, as though trying to tell 


an interesting story. He wasn’t though; he was just going to say he got to cut class. 
He was soon interrupted by the sound of a slight crowd of students following behind 
him. They also managed to cut class to see the guest speaker; and it seemed they 
had all just been dismissed. 


“Oh, you know this guy? You two both on the soccer team or something?” One of 
the students spoke up as the group started to crowd around Daisuke; much to 
Daisuke, Justin and Chie’s displeasure. Justin and Chie just wanted to go to lunch 
already, and Daisuke... Well Daisuke was trying to talk with Justin; not all these 
people who had insisted on following him. Justin shook his head slightly. 


“No, you’re thinking of the other transfer stu-“ Justin didn’t even get to finish his 
sentence as he was cut off by another one of the kids. Great; not only were they 
passing around inaccurate and idiotic information; but they weren’t even going to 
let Justin correct how terribly wrong they were. Chie, Daisuke and Justin all passed 
each other a glance of slight annoyance. 


“Hey... Isn't Ai Ebihara your manager!?” One of the students interrupted, with way 
more cheer in his voice than there probably should be. Justin raise his eyebrow 
slightly. He had no idea who the hell Ai was; even if Chie and Daisuke seemed to 
have a pretty good idea. 


“No, because I’m not in-“ 


“Seriously!? Damn, now I'm jealous!” Justin just rolled his eyes as they continued. 
How hard was it to tell him apart from Yu anyway? It wasn’t like Justin and Yu hadn’t 
been around for a while; and it’s not like Justin hadn’t made himself a bit of a 
reputation at the class presidential elections. People should KNOW by now that he 
wasn’t in sports. But then, he supposed anyone who sounded like these idiots was 
probably too stupid to realize that anyway. 


“Ai Ebihara...? Oh, her. She's never around.” Daisuke sighed a bit as the comment 
left his mouth. He was not in the slightest bit disappointed she didn’t show up; he 
just didn’t like having his conversations interrupted. Especially not for everyone to 
just start ogling some girl that wasn’t even there. Not that it would have been 
alright if she was. It would probably be worse if she was. 


“Heh, probably because she's always on the prowl for guys.” 


“Yeah, | heard she's pretty loose. And doesn't she look like she's got a sugar daddy 
or two?” Justin damn near started one of his coughing fits again. For once, Chie was 
a-okay with him doing that too. It wasn’t that he was surprised to hear that this girl 
was ‘loose’ after all. It was that these assholes had thought it was okay to talk 
behind someone's back like that. His coughing fit soon subsided into an angry glare, 
a transition that Chie and Daisuke soon found themselves following. 


“Yeah, she's stacking the paper.” 


“| wonder how much she gets paid...?” 


“Absolutely nothing, you sick fucks.” Justin spat out with disgust. No one heard him 
though. That was the strange thing about Justin. He had a reputation for being out 
of his mind, for being an anarchist, and a very aggressive person you should NEVER 
piss off. Yet even with all of that attached to his name, his presence didn’t really 
demand any respect out of people. It was like he was never there half of the time. 
Justin’s brow tensed up slightly as they continued to make vulgar remarks about 
this girl. Daisuke could only get so angry, unfortunately, though he had clearly 
reached his limit in that regard. Chie looked like she was going to smack someone 
upside the head. Let’s just ignore the fact that talking about someone like this 
behind their back was completely disgusting; why would you ever have a 
conversation about pimping and sexualizing women in front of a lady? These people 
were disgusting. It was like they had no censor; and that was saying something 
from the girl who was dating a guy who more or less said the first thing that came 
to his mind on a regular basis. 


“Damn, dude, don't hold back or anything!” 
“You think it's a cheaper market out here in the boonies?” 


“| don't know man, this is premium grade high school tail we're talking about... And 
with a body like that?” Alright. That was enough. Justin had enough of this bull crap. 
He soon pushed his way through the group, making his way to the guy who had just 
made that remark before shoving him viciously against the wall behind him. That 
certainly got everyone to shut up. Daisuke just shook his head slightly. He had no 
objections to that kid getting what he deserved. Chie was only slightly surprised at 
the outburst. Usually Justin would make a snide remark, not result to violence like 
this. Of course, that somewhat changed when Justin turned around to the rest of the 
group; his eyes a golden color. This wasn’t just Justin being chivalrous; he was 
outright pissed. And his shadow had taken advantage of that. 


“Any other asshole want to say anything? Anyone at all!” The shadow’s 
voice echoed through the crowd. Everyone could tell something wasn’t quite right; 
though only Daisuke and Chie really noticed the eye color change. The echo in his 
voice was heard by everyone, though no one was really able to discern whether 
they were just hearing things or not. Daisuke passed Chie a slightly look of 
confusion. She was biting her bottom lip as she watched. She had considered 
stepping out there to calm Justin down, but she knew damn well his shadow had no 
qualms striking back against her. It would kill his reputation if anyone saw Justin’s 
shadow hurling Chie across the room. All she could do was sit there and watch as 
Justin went batshit insane. 


“lm waiting! C’mon dickwads! You want to talk shit about someone? Why 
don’t you talk shit to MY face. | dare you, you cocksuckers! But I’m 
warning you now. You'll discover a war you’re unable to win! When I’m 


done with you, you won’t be able to tell your face from your ass!” The 
shadow continued to rant, all the while the group of students that had assembled 
slowly backed away from him. They had no intention of this turning violent; 
especially not with a psychopath like Justin. Justin suddenly paused, gripping at his 
head as he slowly started to regain control, his head pounding like a thousand 
drums. Daisuke started to push his way through the crowd now, trying to make his 
way towards Justin. He didn’t know what was going on, but he did know things were 
going horribly wrong. 


“Knock it off, guys. Maybe someone should spread some rumors about you, and 
we'll see how you like it.” Daisuke barked at everyone, trying to push his way to the 
center of the group. He wasn’t finding much resistance though. Chie was following 
behind in his wake; though she was a lot less forcefully pushing people aside. She 
knew Justin would be fine; Daisuke, not so much. She was still concerned all the 
same though. This was the first time he had lost control like that in front of this 
many people. 


“Uh y-yeah... W-We’re running late for a meeting anyway, right guys? Yeah okay 
see ya!” One of the students stammered in panic before the crowd dispersed, 
running in all different directions. Daisuke had finally made it to Justin, who had 
pushed his back against the wall behind him, sliding down to the floor with his hand 
pressed against his skull. He was mortified to say the least. 


“You alright man?” Daisuke questioned Justin. Justin finally opened his eyes to look 
up at Daisuke; his eye color returning to their usual blue shade. Daisuke sighed with 
slight relief to see whatever had just happened had apparently reverted. Justin 
seemed fine now, if in slight pain from his headache. Daisuke extended his hand to 
let Justin help him up. Justin sighed in disappointment with himself as Daisuke 
helped him to his feet. “What was that all about?” 


“It’s uh...” Justin stammered slightly. This wasn’t something he could just explain to 
Daisuke. He needed an excuse. But how do you explain changing eye colors, a 
booming voice like his shadow’s? You don’t, that’s how. “...It’s a rare condition. It 
only happens when | get really pissed off.” Justin eventually settled on. That was the 
only possible explanation he could think of for such a dramatic change. Daisuke just 
nodded slightly. He wasn’t going to delve into any deeper questioning; he knew it 
was probably something Justin didn’t want to talk about. 


“Sorry about that... Sounds like they've got the hots for our manager. They were 
talking like that at practice too... But don't worry, I'll yell at them later, man.” 
Daisuke apologized on the team’s behalf. They were a direct cause of whatever had 
caused that change in Justin’s demeanor; they weren’t getting off the hook that 
much was for sure. Justin smiled a fake smile. He was happy to see Daisuke wasn’t 
going to press him for more information. He was a good guy; that much was for 
sure. “Crap... | forgot to do my English paper...” Daisuke muttered to himself as he 


was suddenly struck by the revelation. “Maybe if | rush over to the computer lab 
right now | can get it done... Sorry | gotta go. I'll see you later.” Daisuke remarked 
Slightly panicked, before departing in a hurry. Justin waved back before letting out a 
puff of hot air. 


“How bad was it?” Justin choked up after a short period of silence in an aside to 
Chie. Chie sighed a bit. He was already beating himself up over this. Chie hated to 
see Justin so down in the dumps like this. 


“Not too bad. Aside from the yellow eyes, | couldn’t tell the difference.” Chie lied 
Slightly in an attempt to cheer Justin up. And it certainly worked to a certain extent. 
Clearly the yellow eyes WERE a giveaway; which was a problem. At the same point, 
though, he felt good knowing that he hadn’t caused too much havoc. And in all 
honesty? Even if his shadow hadn’t taken over at that moment, he probably still 
would have socked someone one. He didn’t know who this Ai girl was, but he knew 
she deserved better than that bullcrap. 


Justin lifted his gaze up from the floor, searching around where he had just caused a 
scene. It was almost entirely empty, save one girl standing out in the hallway. And 
she was starring right at Justin for some reason. He raised his eyebrow, slightly 
confused, slight concerned. He hoped whoever that was didn’t see his little... 
transformation; for lack of a better word. 


“Who's that?” Justin eventually questioned, his arms crossed. He didn’t lift his gaze 
from the girl in the distance as he talked to Chie. Chie was a little surprised in all 
honesty that Justin didn’t know who that was; but her shock was overcome by a 
deep-sinking sensation in her chest. She had to wonder how long she had been 
watching. If she even was watching. 


“That would be Ai.” Chie sighed slightly. Justin shot his gaze over from Ebihara to 
Chie, completely flabbergasted by the bombshell Chie had just dropped on him. So 
then does that mean... she heard everything. Holy crap that’s awful. 


“Fuck... | Should probably see if she’s alright.” Justin mumbled to himself. He knew 
he wasn’t the one throwing around those degrading remarks about her, but he still 
felt bad about it. Even if this apology wasn’t coming out of the mouths of the people 
that should be apologizing to her, she still deserved it all the same. Chie seemed 
kind of surprised by Justin’s remark. As Justin pushed himself off the wall he had 
been leaning against, Chie grabbed him by the collar, pulling him closer so that she 
could talk to him without Ai hearing. 


“What are you doing? Don’t do that.” Chie warned him. Justin was a little confused 
why he WOULDN'T be trying to see if she was alright. No one should have to just 
deal with comments like that, after all. 


“Why not?” 


“Ebihara... has a bit of a reputation for being a bitch.” Chie tried to put it as 
delicately as she could. But that’s the best she could. Some of the stuff she had 
heard Ai say, some of the things she had heard Ai had done... Bitch might have 
been a bit of a compliment. Justin just shook his head. He had expected better of 
Chie. Bitch or not, no one deserves to be talked about like that. And besides; Chie 
should know better than anyone how terrible it is to have a bad reputation, how it’s 
not always true. 


“Yeah? And | have a reputation for being an anarchist. How often do you see me 
setting stuff on fire?” Justin remarked with a combination of sarcasm and disgust in 
his voice. 


“Alright let me rephrase that. She IS a bitch.” Chie clearly didn’t understand why 
what she was saying was offensive as all fuck. Justin just sighed a bit before raising 
his hand, his palm facing Chie as though telling her he didn’t want to hear it. Chie 
would normally be pissed off as all fuck at that motion if she wasn’t so surprised. 
Besides, she realized how she sounded; she didn’t entirely blame Justin for not 
wanting to listen to that. Justin pushed himself off the wall, before pushing his way 
over to Ai. She didn’t seem at all confused as to why Justin was approaching her. 
Hell, she didn’t even react. She just looked sort of sadden by the remarks the team 
she had been ‘managing’ had made. Managing being very generous all things 
considered. 


“Hey, you wouldn’t happen to be Ai Ebihara would you?” Justin questioned. 


“And you would be?” She questioned in a very egotistical manner. Well it seems 
Chie WAS right. She IS a bitch. Still, Justin felt he needed to say what he was going 
to, so he decided to stick it out for a moment. 


“Justin Tylor; I’m the foreign kid.” Justin stuck his hand out to shake her hand, 
though he was not greeted by the same kindness. “I uh... take it you heard what 
those guys said. | know it’s probably not as good as getting an apology from them, 
but I’d like to apologize on their behalf.” Justin continued, having finally withdrawn 
his hand when he realized he wasn’t going to get a hand-shake. Ai just shook her 
head a bit at Justin’s hastily thrown together apology. She really didn’t need one as 
it turns out. 


“It's not like... that kinda stuff really bothers me. | expect it. They don't even know 
me. Why should | care what they think...?” Ai casually remarked. You could tell it 
still bothered her though, despite all her objections. Justin scratched at his head a 
bit. He had never once introduced himself to someone under the context of them 
being called a whore. It was a bit unsettling. 


“Well there you go. Just ignore them; that’s what | do when people talk behind my 
back.” Justin smirked slightly. Ai raised her eyebrows up though. It seemed she 
hadn’t really recognized who Justin was until he had let loose his tell-tale smirk. She 


didn’t know him personally mind you; but she did remember seeing some 
psychopath during the elections with that exact same smirk. Oh yes, it was all 
coming to her now. 


“Hey... aren’t you that kid that tried to start a riot during the elections?” Ai spoke 
up, slightly fascinated. Before she could care less who this kid was; even if he did 
just try to beat the crap out of some kid on her behalf. Now that she realized Justin 
had a record for doing stupid shit, for breaking all the rules... Well, she was certainly 
interested to say the least. Justin just kind of grunted with disgust. 


“Jesus, no one ever lets that go!” Justin remarked, a combination of irritation and 
humor in his voice. He wasn’t too pissed off; but he kind of was at the same time. 
It’s hard to explain. It’s like... It started off as a joke, but then he realized that no 
one DID let that go. Hell, he didn’t even let it go himself. Ai just sort of chuckled at 
that. Oh yes, this kid would do. 


“Well you don’t seem like a big fan of school either. Wanna ditch class? Don't worry, 
we'll be back before the last bell.” Ai sooke up, a sinister expression on her face. Oh 
she had plans for Justin if they cut class that was for sure. Of course, Justin had no 
intention of leaving school; even if he didn’t do anything here anyway. He didn’t 
know Ai, and no doubt Chie was not a fan of her in ANY capacity. Could you imagine 
what would happen if she caught him cutting class with her? Not happening. 


“I'll pass.” Justin remarked flatly after a short pause. Ai, of course took that pause 
as him considering it. And she knew how to push guys to do what she wanted to. 
Call it a skill of hers. 


“Oh, | get it. All talk and no walk, is that it? Should have figured you'd be too afraid 
to skip school.” Ai remarked a glare on her face. She wasn’t pissed by any means, 
but she was manipulative, that much was for sure. And she had seen how easily 
Justin could get pissed off. She just hoped to god that Justin was a rash psychopath 
as opposed to a violent one. It turns out, both. 


“Whoa, whoa, whoa. | ain’t afraid of shit. | just don’t know you.” Justin glared back. 
He wasn’t going to take that from someone he had just beaten the crap out of for. 
Show some gratitude you bitch. 


“Excuses, excuses. Hey, if you’re not man enough to cut school, that’s fine.” Ai 
continued, looking off in the distance as though she was uninterested. Justin wasn’t 
even sure why that pissed him off as much as it did; but oh ho, he was livid. Justin 
squinted his eyes in a glare, his teeth were crunched tightly together. 


“Not man enough? I'll show you man enough!” Justin barked back. Ai just held her 
head up as though she didn’t care that he was tagging along; even though that had 
been the plan all along. 


“So then it’s decided; you’re cutting class with me.” 


“Damn straight | a- Wait, what?” Justin cut himself off as he realized he had pretty 
much just blurted out a yes. He hadn’t intended to say yes; but Ai had managed to 
get him in one of those moods where his anger just sort of took complete control 
over his thinking process. Justin really needed to learn to stop thinking with his 
heart and more with his brain. Ai didn’t so much as smile as she grabbed him by the 
wrist, dragging him out the front door. He tripped over his feet the entire way there, 
and when he had seen Chie on the way out he tried to mouth an SOS to her. She 
saw it, of course. She just decided not to respond. In actuality, she wasn’t sure 
whether she should be pissed at Justin for going along with Ai’s little charade, or 
feel bad for him. God knows Chie couldn't listen to that woman talk for more than a 
few seconds. 


“Well that was... interesting.” Chie mumbled to herself before shrugging and 
heading off towards their classroom. She had pretty much wasted half her lunch 
period down here, and she would like to eat SOMETHING. 


“Mmmm! Feels so good. Just Knowing everyone else is still stuck at school studying 
makes it feel great to be out here.” 


Ai had dragged Justin god only knows how far away. They had to take a bus, so 
clearly it was a lot further then the probably should have headed. Get back before 
the last bell my ass. It was some place called Okina City. Honestly, at this point 
Justin had stopped giving a crap if they figured out he cut class. What were they 
going to do; tell his parents? Pfft, good luck with that. And besides; any anxiety he 
might have had about this entire trip was swept aside as he saw this place. It looked 
like a commons; a shopping plaza if you will. It was huge, that was for sure. But it 
was also one hell of a sight. There were palm trees all over the place, green grass... 
The architecture was beautiful, as well as the tile work. Justin was no architect, no 
home decorator or anything like that; but he could tell this was one beauty of a 
place. Justin made a mental note of this place in his head. If he could afford the bus 
fare, he’d love to come back sometime. 


“Jesus look at this place. If Chie wasn’t going to kill me once | get back, I’d consider 
skipping class to come here more often.” Justin remarked with slight wonder. For 
the first time that entire day, it seemed as though Ai was actually happy. She had 
one hell of a smile; that was for sure. Made you wonder why she didn’t do it more 
often. 


“You think so? I'm surprised you're so open-minded. | had you pegged for a mama's 
boy.” Ai jabbed at him. Justin didn’t so much as turn towards her at that remark. 


“My mom's dead, but yeah, sure.” Justin was expecting some sort of reaction out of 
Ai with that; sympathy, shock, hell ANY emotion. Nope; she didn’t give the slightest 
fuck about the living status of Justin’s family. It was actually a bit of a relief ina 


way. He didn’t know this person as it was; he didn’t need to make things awkward 
with a dead parent remark. Hell, it was just a relief to Know that there was someone 
out there who could care less about that. In a way, Justin kind of liked Ai already. 
Sure, she was a complete bitch; but Justin was a complete bastard, so it worked. 


“It's not like | do this all the time. Besides, since they started keeping track of my 
attendance and behavior record, I've been a good girl.” Ai continued as she looked 
around the mall, plotting her route. Justin was a bit curious what she meant by 
‘behavioral record,’ but then realized who it was he was talking to. She probably 
said something really nasty to someone; who even knows. 


“So... You’re under watch for attendance... And you’re skipping class?” Justin 
remarked, trying to put the pieces of the puzzle together out loud. 


“Yeah, so?” Ai questioned, the smile on her face fading away slightly. It seemed she 
had taken Justin’s remark as an insult. It wasn’t. If anything, Justin thought it was a 
pretty ballsy move. He could get behind that no problem. Though he did have to 
wonder how she hadn’t been caught yet. 


“Just making sure.” The two shrugged at each other. Neither really cared, so there 
was no use in debating the topic any further. 


“Well, enough small talk. Let's go. We'll start with clothes, then we'll hit jewelry and 
shoes, and maybe some cell phone stuff if there's enough time.” Justin’s eyebrows 
shot up at that. They were shopping? Well, he should have figured that much 
considering they WERE in a shopping plaza right now. Still; he had to wonder what 
Ai was actually going to do with the stuff they bought. | mean, she wasn’t just 
expecting to walk into school with bags of clothes, right? Actually, you Know what, 
don’t answer that. That’s probably exactly what she was going to do. 


“We’re buying clothes? Alright, I’m game.” Justin shrugged slightly; he was going to 
be on the lookout for some place cheap. Might be worth dragging Maya over here 
sometime if he found some place that sold clothes cheap. Ai seemed almost 
flabbergasted by Justin’s comment; as though he was stupid to even give her 
confirmation that he was onboard for this. 


“Of course you are. Why else would you be here?” Ai remarked, sarcastically. Justin 
passed her one of those ‘are you shitting me’ looks, his eyebrows leveled just above 
his eyes, a frown across his face. 


“Probably because you dragged me here by the wrist.” Justin shook his head 
Slightly. Once again, Ai did not give even the slightest fuck about the circumstances 
by which Justin was present here. Instead she just eagerly started walking around, 
Justin in tow. 


“Anyway, time's a'wasting. It's nice to have a personal servant! | can buy so much 
more this way.” Ai laughed a slightly maniacal laugh at that. Justin only glared 


Slightly at that. He had no problem carrying bags, even if it did just look absolutely 
terrible when he had a girlfriend. He did however have a problem being referred to 
as a servant. / don’t call you a bitch, don’t call me your slave. 


“Whoa, hang on their toots. Only one girl gets to call me that.” For the record; Chie 
didn’t get to call him that either. She was just the least likely to get shit for calling 
him that. Justin barely knew Ai; she wasn’t even close to a position where she could 
give him that title and get away with it. But as usual, no fucks were given. It was 
amazing just how many fucks Ai did not give. It was like... If Justin had a gun against 
his head right now, and the only thing he needed to survive was a single fuck, Ai 
wouldn’t even think of giving him one. That’s how many fucks she didn’t give. 


“And today that girl is me.” She remarked sarcastically. 


And so, for a while Justin just sort of followed Ai around as she piled bags onto the 
length of his arm. Despite pretty much just being a walking coat rack at this point, 
Justin didn’t mind. It was better than listening to King Moron’s god awful speeches 
after all. He just hoped Chie wasn’t going to kill him when all of this was over and 
done with. She could get awfully jealous sometimes. Or at least Justin had thought 
she would be at first. It turned out she was getting some sort of kick out of this 
entire thing; as evident by a text message he had received. 


U kill urself yet? 


Justin really wished Chie would use some goddamn grammar when texting; but alas, 
he knew that wasn’t going to happen. He wasn’t keeping his hopes up. 


I’m getting there. 


At damn near every store they stopped at, Justin had tried to look at SOMETHING a 
little closer. He had spotted one thing in particular; a black hoodie, not much 
different than the one Maya wore. The only real difference was that it had a pink 
stripe along the arm instead of red. Justin had considered grabbing it, since it was 
dirt cheap,, but then he realized that Maya probably didn’t want to wear the same 
thing she had been wearing for the last two years; she probably wanted something 
new. That and Ai kind of dragged him to the cash register; so he didn’t exactly have 
time to grab it, even if he wanted to. On the bright side though, Justin knew this 
place was fairly cheap. They could probably pick up a couple of outfits with the 
money Justin had saved at this point alone. 


Justin shrugged a bit as he waited at the counter next to Ai, who had passed off a 
golden card to the man behind the register. It took only a second before the card 
came back and the merchandise was bagged. Apparantly when Ai said she’d be 
able to buy more stuff this way, she meant it. Still, it was amazing how quickly she 
was blowing through money. If Justin soent as much money as she did in this 
shopping session alone; he wouldn’t be able to eat for a month. He was more than a 


little fascinated. Which is probably why he piped up on the matter once they left the 
store. 


“You know, if you want to burn through money like that, you could always give 
some to me.” Justin joked slightly. The two stood near the center of the plaza, just 
next to the station that would take them back. They needed to wait for their ride of 
course; so they were kind of stuck just standing there until it came around to take 
them back to Inaba. 


“Well, | guess you could call my family "new money." We may not have status or 
history, but we do have money. My daddy made a fortune in land speculation.” Ai 
explained. Justin should have seen something like that coming. It certainly 
explained that ‘high and superior’ attitude she seemed to have around everyone; 
like she was better than them. But alas, that’s what rich folk do. Especially rich 
valley girls. Justin wasn’t kidding about that sharing some money with him thing 
though. 


Justin’s thoughts on the matter were interrupted by the arrival of the bus that would 
take them back to school. “We'd better get going, though, or we won't make it back 
before class ends.” Ai spoke up, starring at the bus from a distance. Justin just sort 
of extended his arm as though to Say ladies first. He wasn’t entirely sure why; he 
knew she was going to do it anyway. Probably to be a smartass. “Soon as school 
gets out, I'm number one on the guidance counselor's list. He has to check on my 
attendance and behavior, and sometimes, he tops it off with a lecture. It's a major 
pain.” Ai continued to make small talk as they walked. 


“To be fair, you’re giving him pretty good reason.” Justin remarked snidely. Ai just 
rolled her eyes at that. 


“But I'm out here having fun, and all the teachers are totally clueless. How stupid 
can they be?” Ai continued to rant and rave on the topic of teachers. Justin certainly 
agreed with her; but not for the same reasons. Ai just hated that they were forcing 
her to go to school; Justin hated how incompetent half of the staff was at their job. 


“We do call him King Moron for a reason.” 


“Don’t even get me started on him.” Ai huffed a bit. Her frown soon shifted upwards 
into a smile, however; her glare subsiding again. It seemed she just needed to rant 
about that to get it out of her system. You know; for a general bitch, Ai could be 
pretty likable when she was in a good mood. Too bad she was almost never ina 
good mood. “You know what, though? | had more fun today than usual. You're 
different from the others. | like you.” 


“| hope you mean that platonically.” Justin remarked snidely. Of course Ai had no 
idea what platonic meant; nor did Justin really know why he had assumed she 
would. 


“| think I'll Keep you around.” Justin wasn’t entirely sure that he was a fan of that. 
He supposed Ai was alright; not really someone who he would hang around ona 
regular basis. And certainly not if all he was going to be was her baggage monkey. 
It was bad enough that Chie was probably tearing her hair out with anger just about 
now. Imagine making this a regular thing. Oh that would be awful. All the same, 
Justin just shrugged. He didn’t have to say no. He just couldn’t say yes. 


“Fantastic. I’ve always wanted to be a butler.” 


